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was mastered by the same emotion, when he con-
fessed his attitude:

** I do not love my Empire's foes,

Nor call 'em angels ;  still,
What is the sense of 'atin* those

*Oom you are paid to kill ?
So, barrin* all that foreign lot
Which only joined for" spite,
Myself, Fd just as soon as not
Respect the man I fight.
Ah, there* Piet? . * .
I've known a lot o* people ride a
dam* sight worse than Piet I "

It was an extremely English mood;  and Lieutenant
Churchill was nothing if not English.

But though the enemy was beaten, there were still
the pieces to pick up; and some of them were
extremely lively. One day he was with the cavalry,
when a cheerful leader of mounted irregulars offered
him a " first-class show," which very nearly included
a sight of the Hereafter* The landscape was familiar,

** . . , the African kopje,
The kopje that smiles in the heat.
The wholly unoccupied kopje.
The home of Cornelius and

It presently released the customary stream of well-
aimed lead in their direction; and as they were dis-
mounted* this was serious* When Churchill struggled
to remount, his charger plunged and the saddle
swung completely underneath the horse (just like the
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